TRAVEL-DIARY
And he had, too. Magnificent! Well, I thought to myself,
here's a chance to teach the students something. So I had
them all come in. "See here," I said to them, "this is what
you get from living clean. Look at him—and now take a
look at yourselves!" Then I asked the old man: "You
don't smoke, I suppose?" "No, never." "And I guess you
don't drink, either?" "I do not." "Don't play around
with women?" No, he didn't care to do that, any more.
"Well," I said, "to what do you attribute your wonderful
health? Tell these gentlemen, please." So he thought for
a minute, and then he said: "Twice every day I take a
little opium. There's nothing like it." That certainly was
one on me, eh—with my Y.M.C.A. stuff?'
Two o'clock carne, and half-past, and there was still no
train. But McClure didn't despair. The station-master had
assured him that a troop-train w*ould be passing through
Cheng-chow at three. 'That suits me all right. They're apt
to be a bit overcrowded. Well have to sit on the roof, I
guess. . , . Only thing—if the Japs come over you've got
to jump. Quick. Those trains are loaded full of ammuni-
tion. You wouldn't have a chance. Not a chance/
The troop-train, not altogether to my disappointment,
never arrived. Propped against each other, like sacks, on
a hard wooden bench, we dozed and froze patiently until
seven o'clock. Then we returned to the mission-hospital
for breakfast. At nine McClure was back in the operating-
theatre, tinkering away at the casualties with unimpaired
vigour,
At tea-time we came in to find McClure and two bearded
Italian missionaries listening with grave faces to the wire-
less. The Italians had brought news that Kwei-teh had
already fallen; even the Chinese newspaper admitted that
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